AN IRISH EASTER WEEK                  159
railway service; but they took no measures and used no precau-
tions to guard either the lines or the stations. Armed guards
were placed in one or two of the public buildings, but were
without ammunition; even Kingstown, the key of Ireland, was
unwarned and unguarded. One correspondent reported that
on Easter Saturday, under the eyes of the police, a large
motor lorry, loaded gwith rifles and ammunition, drew up at
the rear of " Liberty Hall" in Beresford Place. The police
would have seized it, but as it was guarded by 150 armed men
they applied to the Lord Lieutenant for military aid, which
was refused them, and the arms were distributed among the
rebels.
General Friend, Commanding in Ireland, was away in London
on short leave, and did not return until the evening of Tuesday
the 25th; the troops at the Curragh and elsewhere awaited his
arrival; in the meantime a thousand men armed with rifles and
some machine guns held Dublin at their mercy; all services were
paralysed, all shops shut or looted; the people were without
milk or food and were liable to be shot if they ventured into the
streets. They hailed the soldiers as rescuers; but the soldiers,
being strangers to Dublin, could not distinguish friends from
foes. There were blunders, confusion, and an unauthorised
execution.
Eamon De Valera, at that time one of the subordinate leaders,
installed himself and his men behind the sacks of Boland's
Flour Mill, a high stone building which commanded the road
from Kingstown, and made a sad massacre of a newly raised
battalion of the Sherwood Foresters, which were marching into
the town suspecting no evil. When at last field guns were brought
into Dublin to reduce the chief centres of resistance, the rebels
surrendered amid the ruin they had created. In town and
country the rebellion had cost 450 lives and 2,614 wounded,
altogether a bad business, badly handled, which brought
authority into hatred and disrepute, and left rankling resent-
ment behind it.
John Dillon, in the midst of it, a helpless prisoner with his
family in their house in North Great George's Street, wrote
letters when he could find the opportunity to John Redmond
in Dublin, and still aspired to direct policy amid the ruins both